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Till blank foreboding of earth-gendered powers.
Pitiless selgnories in the elements.
Omnipotences blind that darkling smite,,
Misgave him, and repaganized the world ?
Yet, by some subtler touch of sympathy,
These primal apprehensions, dimly stirred.
Perplex the eye with pictures from within.
This hath made poets dream of lives foregone
In worlds fantastical, more fair than ours ;
So Memory cheats us, glimpsing half-revealed.
Even as I write she tries her wonted spell
In that continuous redbreast boding rain:
The bird I hear sings not from yonder elm;
But the flown ecstasy my childhood heard
Is vocal in my mind, renewed by him,
Haply made sweeter by the accumulate thrill
That threads my undivided life and steals
A pathos from the years and graves between.

I know not how it is with other men,

"Whom I but guess, deciphering myself ;

For me, once felt is so felt nevermore.

The fleeting relish at sensation's brim

Had in it the best ferment of the wine.

One spring I knew as never any since:

All night the surges of the warm southwest

Boomed intermittent through the wallowing elms,,

And brought a morning from the Gulf adrift,

Omnipotent with sunshine, whose quick charm

Startled with crocuses the sullen turf

And wiled the bluebird to his whiff of song:

One summer hour abides, what time I perched,